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Tne accompanying engraving represents that || building, from which is a fine view of the harbor 


ancient “ eradle of liberty.” immortal Faneuil liof Boston. The hall is about « whity feet square, || &s B Z, Bo Z Ad aA ZL. EF 8 « 
Hall. The building was erected in 1712, at the |} and twenty-eight feet in height with galleries 
sole eXpetine of Peter Faneuil, Msg and rene n three kk supported dorie columns \t From the Phitadetpt \ ve 
ously given to the town: the basement tor ajithe west end, the wall is ornamented with a THK MARRIAGE CERTIFICATI 
market, with a spacious and most beantiful ha! vod fullleneth bken f Peter Fane Cor 
and other convenient rooms aboye, for the |}General Washington, Governor John Tt: maa 
accommodation of the citizens on al pr ‘ (seneral Hlenry kK x i ther aid! ' 
OCCASIONS, "he bu le! ney wa th mn one lm dl i ident J vlan \dam | iit ower part ! } 
feet by forty and the hall capabl nt dee ' build » | I d al Ket ala ‘ 
two thousand people, or mor "This fine ind rant o vit ' nm ¢ eted by 1 ! \ 
convenient building was consumed by fir iiifer that p ite In the niiediat F 
1761, excepting the brick walls But the town!) vicinity, stands one ot tl old, ant 1 Th M I 
voted to rebuild it nnmediately Mr Fane ] * many ve ] ded, toy ] ' 
had then been dead several vea In dao 1 1ou hieh fed the com ! [ attene ' 
was enlareed by 1 addition of another 1 Boston the d tt I } i TI \ 
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riages ata funeral is one of the greatest follies 
that ever the vanity of mankind resorted to, 


Small as it was, as the train issued from the 


alley into the street, it had an imposing effect ;!| 


and the clouded atmosphere, rendered addition- 
ally dull by the drizzling of a slight rain, added 
its gloom and dreariness to the melancholy scene. 

Arrived at the cemetery, we wound slowly 


through the mounds and white tomb stones) 


seattered over the fir ld, to where the yé llow soil 


had recently been upturned, and the opening 


yawned to receive its dead. Pickaxe, shovels 
and spade were lying on the ground; and with 
faces solemn for the occasion, the grave-diggers 
remained in readiness to lower the coffin into its 


resting-place. ‘The weeping one was the faithful 


Catharine, who shed tears of sympathy without | 


the alloy of interestedness. Others seemed sor- 
rowful, but theirs was merely a semblance of 
grief—the sorrow that we all naturally feel in 
connection with our thoughts when a fellow- 
being departs from among us in life. 

The minister of God, who attended upon the 
occasion, delivered a short but impressive homily 
and addressed a fervent prayer to the throne of 
the Dx ity. 
approached the side of the grave to take a last 


As is customary, one after another 


look before the heavy clod with its hollow sound 
should fall upon the coffin-lid—among the rest 
Mr. Barry, whose feelings all gushed to his heart 
at that moment. 

At this juncture there appeared another at the 
side of the grave—a stranger! 

His large form was enveloped in the capacions 
width of a cloth cloak. Ulis right foot rested 
upon the heap of suil destined to cover thy corpse, 
and his keen eyes—-dark—brilliant—were stead 
fastly fixed upon the much less determined gaze 
of Mr. Barry, who scemed lost in amazement, 
confused, and wavering between incertitude and 
confirmation. ‘The tableau, as it thus presented 


Ifamlet and 


itself, forcibly reminded me of 


Luacrtes at the grave of the unfortunate, the 
lamented, Ophelia—and my active imagination 
immediate ly einbodied the group before me with 
the characters and scientific pathos of Shaks- 
peare’s drama 

The stranger, as if by magic, had suddenly 
emerged from the group around the grave ; and 
the eyes of all as a matter of course, were at ones 


arrested by the unlooked-for presence, his s 


gular deportinent at a ceremony which they had 
asseinbled reverentia!ly to honor 

“What do you here,’ he exclaimed, with a 
stern and loud voice, but the tones of w 
seemed subdued ina sl rhit degree withemotion 
* What do you here, Walter Barry 
funcral! It ill becomes the man 


lived did all to blast her hoy 


suchi a ma to weep at lis vict 

1) ‘ " 

This was 1 iave, a ! ‘ 
eur j ( i Was ¢ 
endeayors of 1 nia t 

wer, a 
owed ali I 
; | 
I ti ry ) 
Wiha ‘ ’ 


'your hypocritical sorrow, whilst humbler and 


sinccrer friends came here on foot to mourn and 


shed the tear of sympathy.” 


Barry, whose varying countenance—now flushed 
—now pale—cxhibited the agitation of his mind. 

** Mistaken !’ echoed the stranger—* mis. 
taken !’—and a significant smile passed over his 
countenance. ** No!” he vociferated—* ’tis you 
that are deceived.” Suddenly subduing the tones 

} 


ot lis voiee, * 


my sister, sir! ”? point 


my sister 
* Where is 


'~—Alas! she sleeps within thi 


edly and with pathos he murmured. 
she? oh, where 
grave—the grave, her only refuge from the 
world’s cold scorn, her only solace for a broken 
heart! And now—my mother too !” 

For a moment, burying his face in his hands, 
he paused with emotion. 

“Oh, friends!” he resumed—* you that stand 
mute and wondering around me, know that | 
had a sister once—a gentle being—all loveliness 
and beauty ; the rose-leaf was not fairer—no, nor 
ocean-pearls more pure than she; but thie de- 
stroyer came, he came and blighted all ! !” 

Ilere advancing to the verge of the grave, he 
uncovered his head, and reverentially gazing 
down into the chasm, with a choked and difficult 
utterance, exclaimed, ** my mother! !—alas !— 
alas! farewell !—I know thou canst not hear 
inc now—but—farewell! No husband, child or 
relative, was at thy side when dying—but lonely 
and desolate—strangers closed thine eyes and 


strangers too have buried thee! A long—a last— 


So saying, without a threat or further epithet, 


he turned upon his heel, pushed through thi 


bystande rs and stalked towards the gate of thi 
1} 


cemetery; the eyes of all followed him till he 


issued through the gate and disappeared. 
Mr. Barry made not the explanation to thi 
crowd which they evidently expected ; he uttered 


17 


lowed by me, silently 


not a word, but fo 


’ car are 
T t] was Arthur Fleming—the son of 
her w o had ju tb 1 con d to the gray 
of whom she had poken upon the night of he: 
decease, as still surviving to avenge her own and 
her daughter’s injuries; and was doubtless t 
person who that same night had caused the alaru 
lwo if th qjoor o Vir. Ba - ty y 
W hiile 1 cal i and return rib Line 
i i \] 3 it ba ‘ ’ ! i 
( ( ) t I thet 
n 1 remia " | 
t ae i 
{ ! i 
I 
| 
Mr. | 


than a cloak of diseuise 


Could it be? Had he 
} 


indeed been the author of the sorrow and shame 


limputed to him—of which both mother and son 
ti 
* Mistaken man!” audibly murmured Mr. 


had accused him—the former on her death-bed, 
the latter at his mother’s grave! 
Two cyenings subsequent to the day of the 


funcral—(so says my journal, kept as the inci 


dents occurred at the time, and from which I 


extract that which I am laying before my reader 
in the form of a tale)—two evenings subsequent 
to the day of the funeral, Louisa and I were pre 

sent at a very large public assembly in com 
memoration of an iunportant national event. 


The dancing had commenced. Exercise and the 


' glow of excitement had flushed the fair cheeks of 


beauty—Louisa, among the rest, was as happy 
as the bird of summer, chanting its carol respon- 
At the termi- 
nation of the cotillon in which I had been her 


sive to nature’s universal song. 


partner, my brother Lewis approached us, with, 
to my astonishment, no other than Arthur Flem- 
ing, leaning upon his arm.* An introduction 
ensued, by which Louisa and I were formally 
made acquainted with the man who had so sin 
vularly presented himself at the interment of his 
mother, two days previous. His manners were 
easy, clegant—entirely characteristic of a gentle 
man accustomed to the tone of good society. Th 
asked Louisa, if not previous ly engaged, for the 
pleasure of dancing with her in the next cotillon. 
She accepted his hand as a matter of courtesy, 
and I sought another partner. Lewis strolled to 
a different part of the saloon. 
' 


Ilere was more mystery ! how came Lewis in 


’ So intimate a 


the company of Mr. Fleming 
they seemed too? * What train of circum 
tanees,” thought I, “has combined to brine 
these two together 7” Casting my eyes toward 
he cotillon, in which my new acquaintance wa 
lancing with Louisa, 1 could but contrast hi 
lively countenance and vivacity, with his stern 
ok and imajestie d 


iW » days | reyvious, 


portment at the grave only 


At the conclusion of the next cotillon, wishiny 

tk with my brother, 1 went round the room 
in search of him. 

. 

Lewis was my elder by several years—anonly 


r, and the favorite of our parents, who took 


pains to coneeal their preference from my 


looking person, With not a blooming, but a 
{] hed countenance, | il tha reine to curl, 
ind ¢ ot a beaut i an. My 9 
" th I l , i ! ry ¢ 
i \ " 1 un of } 
) 1 Lith ( 1 her ( 
' ¢ } ( \ L ti 
a r « ! ‘ ha 
‘ " ‘ ( a thi i 
‘ 1! \ ! o her | \ 
: ‘ mf em 
‘ 
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Bilen, on the contrary, had scarcely ever emerged 
from the precincts of home; with fashionable 
folly she had never mingled, but of choice had 
resisted if auurcements, and her nature Wal 
consequently not sophisticated with its vir 
Ilome had been all-in-all to her; home, when 
surrounded with the clegancies of domestic lif 
Like the bee sipping honey from the flower, sh 
had extracted from music, poctry, light literature 
and the fine arts, refinement without imbibing 
their too often objectionable qualitic s. 

My own personal appearance and character, 
comparatively speaking, was something between 
the two. [had darker hair than they, and not 
the same floridity of countenance ; though ther 
Was a strong resemblance between the three of 
us, L by no means bore the resemblance to them 
which they did to one another. My character, 
too, was essentially different from theirs—it was 
a medium, partaking of Lewis’ vivaeity and 
DHT n’s relenu 9 but in which Lilet qu Litliecs ol both 
were so blended that neither of itself was often 


distinguishable. 


After searching around the saloon, I at last 
found Lewis in one of the dressinyg-rooms, stand 
ing before a full-length toilet-glass, adjusting thr 
curls of his hai. His back was towards me, but 


pereciving my approacia reflected in the mirror, 


Without desisting or turning h head, he com 


yours, ( roe, 


lion imereases. Her father, lL hear, is very rich.” 


“* On is rich herseil nac} ient of hel 
lather, I an red 

“Ts sh omuch wn weit ’ Thea you! 
eneaved to be mari 1 lo ihe i! yeu !’ 

** Je xcuse m - aia a { 1 deelin Qals\ ek 
you at present.” 

** Ceortainly—ccrtainly But your « inner te 
answer isap that you are Well, marry hea 
make her Mi llarrison, say I; she’s a fi 
and i shall be proud of sucha r-in-law. & 
{ if | at od yigeil i i al ‘ 

a ciarm r hitlic luot, ame ( ais sle ! ‘Phere 
hol ra a we i e UV 14 ‘ I ’ i 

that TI adimu hore than a we irned ant , al 
aneat too niarry tier, aco ,il Only dor Li ( 

* ie, brother, you would not ac me 
marry a woman with no other recommcuwaatsy 
thana Vinkinets il foot and ank » wou 

“ Not « Vaehy but M 3b j lie’ 4 i 
tl pretty lac radail ilo ll ec. a \ ul 

it | rich Li last and I ‘ it 
So by all meats i ch ¥ to 4 
Don't t the opp i » | iy j 
on aid wht 1 ] 1 } l ‘ 

\I Croldtineh, t biel lio ¢ i 
ale ui i — 1 ‘ ! ’ 

i\ tli | ) ra & i 

t\ rial i ii? ) 
fortune I « mek pet 

the autho But mia ‘ 
mt y im th i ‘ l | i 

thy sie 


— — ——— 





hall know how to appreciate it. * Ex 


” 


indeed the best tutor.’ 


* You quote proverbs, 


consiack th 1vulpar 
Cin ft fi Was a fool,”’ rej d L, \\ . 
! ’ 
ravely; ** there's more Wisdom In ong provers 


than twen vould contain.’ 
llaving by this time satisfactorily arranged his 


hair we returned to the saloon. 


‘*Who,” I inquired, with an air of indi 


‘is this Fleming you introduced to us 


* Fine fellow—met him in New Orleans winter 
before last—fine fellow,’”? answered my volubl 
rrother wit 1rapia ty, ‘*he was form rly aresidacni 
of our city—born here—brought up here—fathes 
died leit him = rieh- spent it all vot into dith 


cullies and absconded. Now he is rich again 


and has returned to his native city to pay his old 


* But by what means,” I inquired, * has he 

pha ned ih wea th ™ 

* Don’t know—never asked him—no business 

mine; all L know is that he has it and spends 
t like a prince.” Lowering his voice to a wh 
per, ** b; the bye,” he continued, * 1 think h 
would make a good mateh for E}len—hey—what 

iy you 

“ Never!" I exclaimed—“ never !’—with a 
thrill of alinost horror at the thought of my ter 
boing ubhlited to a aibier perhaps, and om ol 

i history I knew » lit , Or rather ymuech 
that was disercditabl 

‘ er. ] | i i I, V\ Witil IOCK 0 } 

\ wily, Vv il do y Lean Vy that ‘ 

ul lia ) aiy ¢ a jy I { that ti 
cy ft hundreds are wl t ‘ li cll \ 
1 ata ) toco t hat you im ! | 
lim ashamed of you, George ; ashame you.’’ 

‘ 1) 5 ny roitier, W ! l C4 wa 
i , Satunterea away, icaving mic to tin du 


encountered his @aze unabashed—and, in spite 


4] 


ol me, I could not SUpPpress Lie sarcastical smile 


that tor an instant rose on my lips and vanished, 


He observed it, retorted with a fiend like scowl 
and muttered something between his teeth—it 
was unintelligible. His florid countenance be- 


came suddenly ashy-pale with anger—and turn. 
ng abruptly aside, he addressed his conversation 
io one of the ladies who compost d the 


ore 1] 
yl yp. 


At this juncture Lewis approached us. **Come, 
‘leming,”’ he exclaimed—* 1 don’t like to tear 
you away, but po ihive ly our engagement is lin- 

rative; it Wants b it twe nty minutes of the 
aw and for fear you should become completely 
fascinated by some of the many charins around 
you, com at once.” With this my volatile 
brother seized the arin of Fleming, and they dis. 
appeared among the crowd. Nor was [ sorry— 
it relieved me of the latter’: prescenee, But a 
ubtect of the det pe st regret was the lact of my 
brother being intimate with Fleming—it might 
lead to an unpleasant, perhaps to a fatal result. 
Scareely had Fleming turned his back before 
the spirit of detraction was at work among those 
Wihotn lit il. 

** Who is he 2?” inquired the first. 

‘“ Your 

! 


answered,” was the reply of another. 


slion is one that is not casily to be 


* An adventurer, perhaps,” uttercd a third, half 


afraid to let the words pass her lips, yet anxious 


! 
») hear scandal and ever ready to promote it. 
“Ths k |? tic Dest ol socicty,”’ laconically 
parked a tourth. 
‘ ! } «] 4 ] 1 4, 
¥ » responded the filth, well advaneed in 
, till as livel ‘ ‘ } ‘ } ta )] 
i , Las lIVCLY ak a cricket and us talk 
itive asa parrot, with two spinstrel-like daugh 


under ler matronly protection who wel 


uusly on the lookout for husbane 


’ 
‘ ‘ ach other as wild-cat each fearful 
Li rt tling ha ai t, without, at the 
! tim re existing a likelihood for eit] 
L« 9 Liu ( Lay, tlic N pee early ¢ }? f 
‘ i Ol Pieliiig soe , he doe kee] thi 
) f socicty, and entitled to do so both 
I ( A i 
j ( g it ite he was in 
cal a bit launeh old democrat ol 
} ( HN, the territory of Whose prin 
ii GU UMNCONSCIOUSLY nh added. Hi Wil 
‘ gdm the antig ed style ol Knec-breeches 
loc-b lt * Birth, iid he, zZounds, 
" , oo you taik of birth as allording any 
L ( miry Ke OU ha Teplice 
| i we 1 come an r ot th 
! i up to th “uave ute of demo ‘ 
1 al eres i ‘it iL aetia 1 











*t 3 f is ; ‘ ' ’ 
<*9 t | Ki A I. KK I, |’ () Ne) | { (3 ht 4 
* Tsay it does, and I'll maintain it,” enedthe the casual assertions of both Fleming and his! The side fronting the trerth is ornamented witht 


lady; “ Piknew Mr. Fleming's parents well when 


they were wealthy —-” 


* Bah !" emphatically utteting which the 
democrat turned upon his heel, with a sneer of 
contempt upen the stickler fer aristorracy, and 
Jett the group. 


* The old Turk!” muttered the latter between 
her tecth, witha corresponding? cotphasis, ae she 
gazed after him with a look of bitter hate and 
self-chaerin. 

Amidst the fertuertt, tittle-tattle and clash of 
tonruc that followed, Louisa and I slippedaway. 
l had ordered that the carriage should be in 
teadiness as early as twelve o’clock, and as it 
was post midnight TE called for it. 

While yet in the carriage Easked Louisa what 
thought of Mir. 
Mieming 


she her new acquaintance, 
i [ndecad I scarcely know what ta think of 
him,” she replied. 


hie 


altentive and used such « quivocal langnage, that 


** At first [ was pleased with 


him; seo lidwever became too assiduously 


his meaning was either obscute of incomprehen- 


sible. ‘There is about him an air of libertinism 


too that Ide net like. Whois he? do you 
know bine 2” 
* Ves—that is—-no—” I confusedly stuttered, 


but luckily at that moment the carriage stopped 
at the door of Mr. Barry’s dwelling and the sub 


jeet of discourse was broken off. 


CHAPTER VIt. 

* There is dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness, whieh leaves room for the full soul 
lo open all itselt, without the power 

Of calling wholly back its self control; 
The silver light, whieh hallowing tree and tower, 

Pires be AULy and cle p seoftine as o’erthe whol , 
and o'er it throws 
Den. Ju 


Breat'ves also to the heart, 


A loving langor Which is not re pose.”” 


As I fi 


ing into the 


im 


ared he would, Lewis introduced Flem- 
family. and about a week after the 
with 


foreyoing he dined with u I treated him 


civility, but coldly, merely replying when he ad- 


i 
ellen, Lewi 


dressed My fours were | 
appeared not to, er did not, observe my demean 


rhe. Yr 
nor towards his guest, and laughed and talked 


Not 


she noticed my constraint and cast upon 


and jested with his usual sprightliness. 
Milen 


me a 


look of mingled surprise and = curiosity 


from the remarkof Lewis inthe ball-room lw: 


aware of his wishes avd intentions; he was anx 


ious for a union between Bllen and his coulpan 


jon, and this introduetion and dinner was dou 


less designed as his first step towards effecting his 


object. OF Fleming's dark and seeret malice, 
too, what the consequences might be, was a 
mystery. His words and actions had already in. 


dicated hostility tow ards Mr. Barry ; and his in 
distinct muttering upon the night of the ball very 
As if 


asures could be 


likely foreboded danger to myself, war, 


however, no decid dom taken on 


my part, and the only alternative was to await 


circunistances. I determined in the meantime 


te) 


to watch his movements narrowly—to watch 


strictly over the fate of my sister; and also te de. 


fend as much as possible, Mr. Barry from the 


mat hi nation ol hi enemy. But how to recon. 
cile the narration of Mr. Barry in regard to his 
marriage with Theresa—how te reconcile it with 


Was I to place itmplicit re. | 
lianee upon the truth of his narrative 7 What 
’ None! But 


riieate haimet 


miother 1 hrew not, 


reason liad lio dowlhet hij yeracity 


till thy iytiyvsters of th marriage.r 


ed my thoughts. Whether merely lest or en. 


tirely destroyed he knew not—<it was strange 


, 


was il inercdible 

"Phe wititer passed awa y— Fleming oceasionally 
dined at ovr table, but nothing oecurred to arouse 
uty fears inrespect to Ellen. Ue and my brother 
were giddily porsuing, like the boy chasing the 
butterfly, the phantoms of their vicione pleasures | 

completely entangled in the vortex of fashion. } 
able dissipation. ‘he spring months too had 
passed by, and it was new summer in the month) 
of June, at which season it was Mr. Barry's in-| 
variable Custom to leave the city for his country. 
seat, situated upon the sleping shore of the Dela- 
ware. The white turrets of this mansion pec r 
above the deep shaded green-weod by whiiek the 
main berildirige is infereepted from the view of 
those whe pass and repass tip and down the river. | 
The liberal taste of its owner has bestowed uUpOH 


it every necessary to make it what it 


prok Sscs 


to be, of Gothic architecture; interior tee is in 


every way adapted to ite ptetensions—cniblemat- 
ic Carvings, mouldings, devices, &c. appropri- 
ately secreted, withowt the absurdities, and fre. 
quently the monstrosities that disfieure, instead 


of ornament, this style of buildings in EBurope, 


| constructed during the middle ages. The grounds 


are neatly laid out; statues of our Revolutionary 
heroes are interspersed with here and there a bust 
of a distinguished orator or statesman of the pre- 
sent day—lions couchant—water-nymphs—tfoun-. 
tains, &ec. and every luxury and variety that 
wealth, liberality and taste can consistently ap- 
: Llere accompanied Mr. 
Barry and Louisa W ith the 


was delighted, and the 


ply. this sumer, [ 


to pass the season. 


house and grounds I 


scenery ofthe surrounding country, though not 


as pevertheless attrac 


rikin To magnit t 
tive to the eye and pleasant. "Vhe roads in the 
neighborhood afforded ai delightful rick upen 
horseback, and were well calculated to render 
a drive and fele-a-tete interesting The sta- 


bling of the place was in excellent order, and 


aliorded facilities for enjoyments of the kind, of 


which Louisa and L availed curselys driving 
out into the country almest daily. Our exeur 
sions would be frequently extended for several 
miles; from these we always returned delirhted, 
hot th novelty but with the mutual pleasure 
that we afforded each other \ Pleasure-barec 
ilf“o Was co infly m= readi upon the shore 
into which, towards sunset, we eccasionally en 
tere | and launched out upon the vorutih | be oul 
ol tue stream, where net more thana century 
anda half previous the | r}yt canoe of the Indian 
had glided over the same water Best ofall, a 
imadicion election of boo! formedan trovaluable 
ibrary Which had been collected tovcther by Myr 
Barry durine the last twenty veare The hbra 
ry, as it ealled, isan oblone apart t fitter 
up in a suitable and original styl t nth 
second story andoccupies t] vhole leneth of the 
nothern wing; it connect woth the mam sta 

ease by means of a corridor, and yarral da 
to be insolat as it were {rome thre r room 


fit 


opens otit tpon a baleony. 


windows, five in nutitber, the center one of whiets 


Between each of 
these windows, (or casciments asthe ¥ should more 
properly te there C&S, and corres 
Hi. Here 


each of 


isa rer 
ponding efes in the opposite wa again 


is the proprictet’s taste to be 


scen—in 
which is to be seen either a statie or bust of some 
one distinguished in the republic of letters. Beau 
tiful paintings by native artists adorn the walls— 
and at the time of which Lam wfiting, while at 
Barry Place, as it is called, many of Louisa’s 
hours and my own were eccupyed in this intellee 
thal retreat among the volumes of the collections 
which it contained. In addition to which our 
publisher in the city furnished us promptly with 
the new works which so rapidly emanate from 
With 


news papets, too, and periodicals we were daily 


the prolifie pens of our popular authors. 


supplied. 
This, tte 


it remembered, was inthe summer of 


834. The reader, by referring baek to the letter 
of ‘Vheresa to Mr. Barry (chapter third) will per 
ecive that it ie dated May ist Id. In the 


course of his narrative, too, he states that when 
it the Rev. Mr. Boyd had 


been about six months a widower—his wile hay 


arrived at C—— 
ing died at the moment almost of his daughter 
Louisa’s birth—eonsequently the latter was now 
at the time of which Lb write, in her twenty-sce 
end year. Twas two years her senior. 
Moonlight 


time for us a particuliar charm; T believe it la 


its softness, its beauty, had at this 


"To walk arm-in-arm along 


for lovers generally. 
le vel 


wurmuring ripple of the waves—to gaze with de 


thy banks of the shere and listen to 


lighted eyes upon the glittering scene where the 


. , 
moon's concentrated rays, hke aspen leaves, 


trembled: to hear the nightingale’s note and the 
whisper ot the breeze through the foliage to us 
aradise : not en 


it was happiness—j Evenings 
riched by Diana’s light were passed within 


almost regally furnished parlors of the mansion, 


where with the piano and the musie of Louisa’: 


voice time swiftly went by. 


The day had been uncomfortably warm, says 
the journal, and had been passed by the inmates 
of Barry Place entirely within doors as affording 
a cooler retreat from the inte maity of the sun's 
thick-leaved foliage of the 
the 


about the 


beams than even the 
Mr. Barry 


‘ des 
SLICSSLY 


trees. was in library: Louisa 


and I lounged | parlors, atin 


tervals resorting to music, then to reading, prom 
enading together the tesselated marble, and in 
short we tried every means to kill the tine 
Louisa was dressed en dishahillc, with a loose but 
neatly made morning gown of spotless white 
cambric My toilette had been equally simple, 
consisting merely of white pantaloons and coat, 
lippers and stockmwnes, with the collar of my lin 
en thrown losely epen, without cravat, and con 
ined about my throat, with a neck-ribbon only, a 
a Byron 

“Tt utensely 4 irm,”’ remarked Mr. Barry 
ifthe dinner tatel The thermometer at 
! wety I the hae 

** Thay you heard { n hom ately isked 
l " you ter 

I} ‘ 1 fa dom tre ( rine ! 
» nwho I ha lor {ft 
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"Six weeks ago,” IT replied, ** L received a 
letter from my sister, in which she informed me 
that the family weuld the next morning leave 
town for the country—sinte which I have not 
heard from herorthem. All are however enjoy- 
ing good health, I presume, or I should have been 
apprised of it.” 

‘Is Arthur Fleming on terms of intimacy with 
your family, do you know ?” inquired Mr. Bar- 
ry—‘* IT understand that he and your brother are 
inseparable.” 

** Tam aware of the intimacy subsisting be- 
tween my brother and him,” was my rejoinder, 
* but as regards his acquaintance with others of 
the family Lam unable to answer—I hope how. 
ever that is limited.” 

This brief dialogue awoke Louisa’s curiosity, 
which Mr. Barry perceiving, he with admirable 
tact changed the conversation to another subject. 
But as I have said, it had the effect to call my 
attention to the situation of my sister, over whom 
I had promised myself to keep a protecting eye, 
but had entirely neglected to do so. I at once 


determined to start home the next morning. 


‘Towards sunset heavy clouds began to gather | 


in the western horizon, the air became suddenly 
cooler, and we expericnes da weleome relief from 
the heat and nerveless feclings with which we had 
been incommoded during the fore part of the day. 


It did not rain however as the appearance of the 


atmesphere at first threatened; the heavy clouds || 


swept away towards the south and disappeared, 
leaving a clear but variegated sky. ‘The shades 
of twilight followed the setting sun, evening came 


and the moon arose in all her splendor, casting a 


rich golden light over the wave and gilding with 


its beams the tree-top and turret. 

Upon the shore, beneath the shadow of a wide- 
spreading oak, Louisa and [I were standing. 

** Hlow calm, how beautiful,” said she, pleased 
with the picture-like view before us, as we stepped 
from the shade into the full light of the moon. 

* Onsuch a night,” whispered I, “in the bow. 
er of love, Lorenzo and Jessica sat—on such a 
night did Romeo woo fair Capulet.” 

After further conversation I gently imparted 


to her my intention of leaving. * ‘To-morrow I 





shall leave you ” 
* Leave me!” she quickly interrupted, with a 
look of incertitude and inquiry. 


* Leave me?” 

“Yes, te-morrow, but’—and before I could 
again finish the sentenee “ to-morrow!” she 
echoed with a tone of maidenly alarm—* leave 
me to-morrow ! why ?” 

I then explained to her my misgivings and 
fears for Ellen, informing her of iny brother's 
desire that a marriage should be effeeted between 
my sisterand Fleming, and my reason for object- 
ing tosucha union, but earclully avoided any allu 
sions toauglt that referred to Mr. Barry. It istrue 
he had exacted of me but the one promise of 
secresy, but that I considered binding in regard 
to much that had since transpired, and therefore 
* Arthur Flem- 


ing,” said I, * is far from being the man whom I 


determined to keep it inviolable. 


should desire for a brother-in-law.” 


“Or; observed Louisa—“ and I commend 


your efforts to prevent his being so—I have a 


pooropmion of the man. 


Return then to your 


*sfamuly-— but"—and she lowered her voi: 


to a whisper, ** you will not long be absent ?—' 


will you ?” 
‘* Not more than a week at most.” 
* A week !—scparated from you, it will seem 
jlike a year.” 
We returned to the house; Mr. Barry was 
istill in the library. 


Louisa sat down to the 
| piano and we beguiled an hour or so with music, 
\then went out again to enjoy the beauty of the 
night. We wended our way towards a peculiar. 
\ly romantic part of the grounds where a thick 
cluster of trees formed an arbor, and seated our- 
selves near the natural gushing of a fountain 
through the fissure ofa small rock—the rock 


all done right, or rather [ did not think anything 
about it. Excuse me now and I will try to de 
better another time.” 

Now this Fanny was what people call a‘ spoilt 
child,” and it was altogether the fault of her 
parents ; for having no other, they were of course 
very fond of her, and let her always do pretty 
wich as she would, till she became very wild 
and very careless. Her mother, being a notable 
woman, kept no “ help,” and having gone out 
visiting, the duty of preparing the evening meal 
consequently devolved upon Fanny, who was 


, always so slack as almost toexhaust her father’s 


serving as a base for a statue of the modern} 
||Cincinnatus* upon the white marble of which 


|the moonlight reposed, imparting to the seulp. 
tured hero almost the look of life. Here the 


her ever being “* good for any thing.” 


! ° . ° | 
time passed till nearly midnight, when we were 


summoned by the approach of one of the servants 


| who had been sent by Mr. Barry in search of us. | 


But there, while by the fountain and the statue, 


and in that arbor, calmly and dispassionately did | 


Louisa and I plight our vows!! 

Ilaving returned to the house, in one of the 
parlors we found Mr. Barry, to whom L commu. 
nicated my intentions of leaving in the morning. 
I then summoned Jerome, my valet, and gave 
orders to be in readiness to start at an early hour, 
| “ Shall T waken you, sir?” 

* Yes, as carly as five o’clock.” 

** Yes, sir,” responded Jerome, and retired. 

In the hall I kissed Louisa fondly as we shook 
hands and bade good-night and good-bye. She 
ascended the staircase towards her chamber but 
halted at the termination of the first flight, lean- 
ing over the ballustrade, ‘* Recolleet, George,” 
she ingenuously remarked, * one week only !” 

‘* No more, Lassure you.” TI kissed my hand 
towards her, she returned the compliment and 
vanished. 

** Good bye,” said Mr. Barry as he grasped 
me by the hand—* good night.” 

“ Good bye, sir,” I responded—* good night,” 
and we separated. 

* Washington 


[To be Continued.) 
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THE MINIATURE, 

| BY MISS M. A. DODD, 

ie Panny,” said Mr. Ifeath to his young daugh- 
ter, ** | don’t believe you will ever be good for 


any thing as long as you live.” And “ whiy not 


lfather? what makes you say so?” was her 
depreeating answer. 

* Because, my dear, you are old enough to 
|know how to arrange a tea-table decently, but 
| ou have given me the carving-knife to eat with, 
while Henry has none at all. ‘Then here is the 
nutmeg grater, where the pepper-box should be, 
and mustard, in the place of molasses; and I 
jshould think you had put cider and snear on the 
cucumbers, instead of vinewar and salt.” 

| * Oh father, what a careless girl Tam, but my 
ifriend Jane was here talking to me all the while 


I] was vetting the tea ready, and I thoueht it Wa 


patience : but then she was such a favorite, and 
had such a coaxing way, it was soon overlooked ; 
and there was little chance, as her father said, of 
She was 
very pretty—as spoilt girls always are—playful 
as a fawn and gay as a lark—singing and frolic- 
ing away the bright hours of her existence, with- 
out ever dreaming that the future would bring 
tears or sorrow. ‘There wasa cousin Ilenry, who 
boarded in the family, and attended the same 
school with Fanny. He was a delicate lad, and 
therefore his parents, who resided in a large city, 
thought it would be best to send him into the 
country fora while ; and they knew that in his 
uncle’s family he would be treated with the same 
care and kindnessas athome. Henry was quiet, 
imaginative, and studious, and never got into 
any scrapes unless through Fanny’s instruamen- 
tality. But though so opposite in character that 
it seemed like the meeting of extremes, the two 
were inseparable ; sharing each others thoughts, 
amusements and studies; and if Fanny did 
sometimes try to teaze him, there was nobody in 
the world, beside her father and mother, that she 


| loved so well as cousin Henry. 


Fanny reached the age of fourteen without 
having grown very sedate, when she had the 
misfortune to lose her mother. It was her first 
grief, and keenly did she feel it; but now was 
her time to act, and she showed the strength and 


goodness of her heart by striving to subdue her 


| own sorrow, and feigning a cheerfulness which 


| she did not feel, that she might in some degree 


fill the place of her dead mother, and by the 
faithful performance of every duty devolving 
upon her, endeavor to lighten the sense of 
bereavement which weighed upon her father so 
heavily. Her careless habits were soon reformed, 
and her remaining parent never had cause to 
complain of her negleeting any thing necessary 
to his comfort and enjoyment. 

Ilenry was now in college, and his visits were 
few and far between; and two more years passed 
away, during which Fanny improved greatly 
both in mind and person, and re gained much of 
her former gaiety ; when, having gone through 
his collegiate course, he came to make them a 
long visit; fo ruralise and recruit his health, 
which had become somewhat impaired by too 
great mental exertion. Fanny was very glad 
when he arrived, but very sorry to see him look.- 
ing so pale and worn out, and she determin d to 
cheer him up and take the best possible care ol 
him. Fanny had never been away from home, 
and Ifenry dressed and appeared so ditferent from 
the young men inthe village, she feared he had 


hbeeome -_ dandy " for he had Tt ad ana heard 
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she 


but she 


thought hima 
had 
entirely conquered her * freedom of speech,” and 
to 


of such animals; nevertheless 


very clegant young man: not 


often said just contrary what she thought 


She was one day alone with her father, when hi 
the 


stood high in his favor—making sour 


turned conversation to his nephew—who 
remarks 
about his good qualities, and how much he had 


It 


Fanny, but, as I have said before, she had a con 


improved. was an interesting subject 


“sé 


trary way with her, and so she answere¢ d—** im- 
proved, father! why he is a scare-crow, a perfect 
take, to 


stand daily in the corn-field—he could not sit, 


scare-crow ! I wonder what he would 
for his pantaloons are strapped down so tight 


there would soon be a rent in the knees: then 
his coat is so fine and so black, it would draw 
down the sun’s rays and he would quickly melt, 


like the 


Look at his long hair too, hanging about his neck, 


a tallow candle, with fervent heat. 


and his collar turned down like Ponto’s ears, and 
the he 


remarkable young man.’ 


green ring on his finger—truly, is a 


*“ And you are a remarkable young woman, 
Fanny. What saith the Seripture about brid- 
ling the tongue ?” 

** | don’t know father, what is it ?” 

** Go and see, sauce-box, you will find it in the 
Epistle of James.” 

Now it so happened that the subject of this 
conversation was sitting in the room above, and 


both doors being open he could not refrain from 


listening when his own name was introduced. 
He knew Fanny too well to take it much to 


heart, but he went that evening to the barber’s 


to get his locks shorn, and the next day mad 


his appearance in loose pantaloons and linen 


, 


* roundabout,” with a handkerchief tied loosely 


about his neck, instead of a collar; and Fanny, 


not thinking to what the change was owing, 
remarked on the improvement and good taste 
displayed in his dress. 

Henry had loved his cousin from boyho Ln 
though he had seen many intelligent and lovely 
girls, none of them had ever caused his thought 


to wander from her. He knew her well—all her 
good qualities, and all her failings—and knew 
that her faults were not those of the heart. ‘Then 
why did he not * propose ””? beeause he feared 
and who ever loved without fearing that his 
affection would not be returned. 

There did oceasionally seem to be some hope, 


and favorabl opportunitie solten oceurred tor him 


to open his heart; as they had many rambles and 
rides together ; but somehow the perve: u 
would always cut short hi speech, or leave him 
in the lurch, without letting him know whether 
it was through design or accident. 

Once she was thrown from her hor ind 


though she did not actually * faint away,” s 


was for a moment, frightened into unecor 1 
ness, ITenry carried her to a r 1vbaNnK and 
half knelt by her de to support her; but sh 
immediately revived, and he yv on th nto 
pouring forth in wore the jov and affliction « 
his heart, when e start upsudd ye excla 
ing, ‘“* why you aw ird " 

ing with your who “ { 4 iy po 
foot ! j am if ( , 1 { 

degree, so let u : 


| fell into the 


Again, in descending the bank of a stream to! 
obtain a favorite flower, her foot slipped and she 
it 


water. was shallow, and ther« 


|was no real danger if she had retained her pre- 
enee of mind. WHenry came out for the purpose 
f joining her, and had just reached the bank 
above as she uttered a faint exclamation of dis- 


| with terror, and did not as soon recover. 


Ile 
that 


quickly down, took her in his arms and bore her 


hold the branches of a 


hear 


tress. caught of 


willow and letting himself 


grew 


safely toaseat. ‘This time she was really faint 


‘Tea rs 


|stood in her bright eyes when she had opened 


‘them, and laying her hand upon her compauion’s 


shoulder to support herself, while she gently 


removed his arm from her waist; she sweetly 


thanked him for having rendered her such 


timely assistanee. ‘The paleness left her cheek, 
a faint blush stole over it, and Henry thought she 
had never looked so beautiful; and he was about 


to utter some fervent expressions: but just then, 


happening to think of her wet dress, she poured 


forth ol 


a torrent words which put him * all 


aback.” 

** Good gracious! Henry, I am catching my 
death here in my soaked drapery, and what a 
figure | cut, I dare say now, you are reminded of 
Venus rising from the sea. Why the skirt tomy 
lost off both of 


You 


are my knight errant, and it was your duty to 


garment is all mud, and | have 


my shoes; surely, this is very romantic. 


rescue me from a ‘* watery grave,” but you 
ought to be ashamed to stand gazing at such a 
bedrageled damsel. ‘Think how I must feel to 
be seen in a plight lke this, and do for pity’s 


sake leave me alone, to wring the water from my 
tresses, and pick up my duds Wont you go 
Master Wilful ? you don’t think [T jumped in on 
purpose, and wish to try it again, do you? But 
f you are inclined to stay, I will relieve you of 
my company, so good bye , isin.’ She started 
away with a fleet step for the house, and he did 
t overtal her till she had almost reached the 
door but the frieht, and the race, had been too 
nuch for her, and she did not leave the room thu 
wh of th ceceding day. 
len: matter return dhome,andh ithe 
having some busi for him to attend to, he 
did not avain visit his unck till the following 
summer, and nh ippeared altered toward 
i er They had o MALLiV Ox 1) a 
af} ona co Hay it aura f Lbsenece, 
und hh had off in da young | \ ay 
it h fia ! house, and rep ited her a 
vy witty a ca il Fanny tinu roll 
t ind i can bh and ma »cold 
md ailteres ! n what he li n rmer da 
I mr, ana ’ il I ! , La 
i i i lo) pl room in 
I ry, wl i ines ! VY louie " ta 
ym ac a to ne maine fair one and 
’ bhi tii lon ta ‘ on it on the 
lat or wv it i ¢ wy ‘ id atbu 
ad them, th on La par o her 
heart ‘ i \ i ca r, 
a ‘ l 
i i " 
i i 


the books and wiping the dust from the furni 
ture ; when, lifting a cambric handkerehief which 


lay on the table, she discovered a miniature, 


rest on some exquisite lines, apparently ad 


the 


ny 


dressed to the original of picture, lt was a 


sweet face, and very handsomely set; with a 


knot of beautiful auburn hair in the back of it, 
and a braid of the same to pass around the neck. 
anny could not stand all this unmoved; but 


had be 


cousin had found some one to love—perhaps she 


what right she to grieved beeause her 
had thought he loved her; but now she knew he 
did not, and holding the picture in one hand and 
leaning her head on the other, the feelings of het 
heart were betrayed by a passionate burst of 
tears. Henry came inas if by aceident, and 
going towards the table he anxiously bent over 
the weeping girl. 

“Why Fanny 


I beg you will tell me—I am distressed to se¢ 


what has happened to you 


you weep so bitterly. Look up cousin, and speak 


to me.” 


Oh Henry! I did not think you would be 


so Wanting in confidence as not to tell me you 


were engaged. Lave 1 not been like a sister to 


you these many years !—always confiding in 


your friendship—and now you have not even 


spoken to me of this. You know what an inter 
est l tak« 


why did you not tell 


In every thing conce rhing you ; and 
Thi 

** Listen to me, Fanny dearest, and IT will now 
Lam not contidence, 


tell you all. Wanting in 


neither am I engaged.” 


* But the miniature, Wenry, and the poetry, 
and the lady mentioned in your letters—do not 
try to deceive me.” 

‘“*] dearly love tl ( nal of that picture, 
but, Fanny, it is my sister, and the lines « 
\ h vou found it resting were addressed to ly 
You could not of course recoonize the likens i 
Anna, as you have not met since you wer 
ehildren. She too will answer for the lac 
praised in my foolish epistles. You know sh: 
has been in school at ‘Troy for four vears, and 
her vi at home during that tune were short, 
and olten \v nl happened to be away. Having 
fina d her sehool cducation, she came loins 
last winter very much accomplished, and so I 
plays d off a hoax on you, by telling only halt the 


truth, and leaving you to understand that L spoke 


ofa r—am | forgiven But some of the 
Loo neve were aaa ed to another per on 
to you Fam Ll have never loved any ohe bul 
you, and I sh 1 hay fold you so a lune dl 
tin you had not preves Lmie y and me 
dearest ‘ i Lhe ausstifane tiatmy athe i 
returnes iy that you me, Panny 
** [T don't believe I do,” 4 Lit faint Wer 
ral tic hela Tae hand and « i 1 > ta is lo 
ty ita k upon it, Without meeting any re 1 
ance and hi nueht hay ti wed her lip l 
ipp t would ha b perfectly natural on 
iCil a ‘ ( i }? t] i } ‘ ! ‘ 
| j ) i . l foar ol ii | 
i , ‘ Ilo ao L do not | 
{ i I i 
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THE WIDOWER AND HIS DAUGHTER. 
BY MRS. HALE. 

Ile did not send her to a boarding school to 
learn frivolous accomplishments, and make ro- 
mantic friendships, have her head filled with the 
fashions and beaux, before any principles for the 
guidance of her conduct in life, or any distinct 
ideas of what constitutes rational happincss, has 
been conveyed to her mind. Certain it is, how- 
ever, that the love of home, and the habit of do- 
mestic confidence must pervade female education 
or merely being married willnever make a woman 
fond of domestic pleasures, or capable of discharg- 
ing domestic duties. It is strange that men of 
sense, and learning, can imagine that a weak- 
minded, sentimental, frivolous young lady, whose 
whole heart is devoted to dress, amusements, and 
husband-hunting, will make a kind, submissive 


and judicious wile! 


Such apparently gentle girls 
are the most unreasonable beings in the universe— 
as wives, Lmean. Men will not believe till they 
find by conjugal experience, that a pretty, soft 
poken, sentimental young creature, whose deep- 
est learning is a few French phrases, and a few 
tunes on the piano, can exhibit passions as violent 
as Queen Elizabeth, or be as obstinate as Madame 
de Staclin argument. Before proposing to marry 
a young lady, consider if she has qualities you 
If she has 


not, never dream your love will last, though she 


vould esteem in an intimate friend. 


be as beautiful as an Houri. Beauty is a fasei- 


nating object—but who ever selected a friend 
for his or her beauty ? 


A LAST SHILOT. 
An English frigate was obliged to strike toa 
Mrench vesselof superior foree. The En; landeap 
fain, on resigning his sword, was treated rather 
roughly by the French commander, who r proach 
ed hun for haying, contrary to the u ages of war, 
hot pieces of glass from his guns. "The English 
officer, conscious that no such thine had been 
done, made enquiry into the matter among his 
mon, and found the fact to have been this. \n 
Trish se uman, just before the vessel struck, took 
a pareecl of shilings out of his pocket, and swear- 


© ' , 
ine the Frenehraseals should have none of them, 


wrapped them ina piece of rag, and thrust them 


info his gun, exclaiming, ** Let us sce what a 
bribe can do!” ‘These shillin rs ily neg about the 
vessel, were mistaken by the Freneh for ela 
The above explanation not only satisfied them, 
but put them in great good humor with th 
captive 


PERSONAL COURAGE OF BONAPARTE 
Tire | liant affair of Elehin 1 Hay \ 
thi em rt idvantage of a strone pou 
thes it bank, h {no tim 1 profiting b 1 
to mal i if ( ’ r Ma ial I 
and that of th enadicrs 1 ted der tl] 
‘ nand (; ral © {, p { 
Lo to it up th } it 1 | 
\ | Tie 
i! I 


| moment when the enemy were unmasking a 


The emperor, after having ordered the Grand || 


Duke of Berg to pursue the Archduke, marched | 


‘towards Ulm, to complete the investment of that || 


place on the left bank, and to make himself mas- 
ter of Mount St. Michael, one of the eminences 
which command the town. The rain fell in tor- || 
rents the emperor stopped in a wretched hovel, || 
within half-cannon shot of the entrenchments, j} 
the attack of which he confided to General 
Bertrand. He went thither in person, and it was 


there, that, having advanced very far, just at the 


battery, Marshal Lannis attempted in vain, to 
hinder him from exposing himself any further, || 
and even went so far as to lay hold of his horse’s || 

\\ 


bridle in order to stop him.—Memoirs of his Own || 


Time, by Count Dumas. | 
——— | 

PAYING FOR NEWS. | 

On returning to his family, after an absence of \ 
some weeks, Captain Johnson had been driven 


from Kingstown to Dublin by a carman, who, 


looking discontentedly at the fare paid him, said, 
** Shure, your llonor will give a trifle more than 
** Bad 
luck tome but you would,” persisted Paddy, 


this!” ** Not a rap,” said the Captain. 


poy 


‘if you knew all, then.” ** What do you mean | 


asked Johnson, anxiously. ‘ Faix, dat’s tellin, 


my news?” * Well, well,” said the Captain, | 


‘*here’s another shilling ; 


now what has hap- 


’ 


pened ?”? * Sorra the harm at all, only L thought 


you'd not begrudge a little extra some’at to 


know that [ driv ye the last three miles without 


{a lineh-pin.” 


UNPARALLED PRECOCITY. 
* Isn’r he a fine child?” said a young mothe: 
foa visiter, 
os "Tine 
course, the instant reply of the 
whom the appeal was made. 


as sh proudly exhibited her first born 


handsomest boy I ever saw,” wa of 


old bachelor to 
ad Vi Ss 4 bh Ss his 
199 ' 


little heart!" exclaimed the better half author of 


{ 
Lt 


the little bantling ; ** and so very forward of his 


ve, don’t you think? * Very forward,” sat 
the echo. And, as the young matron removed 
the cap from her Bobby's lead, the inexpe 


ne d bach lor contin ved, in evident amaze 
ment, B me '—he is forward! Luever before 


saw a person hbald-headed sv soot 


Pik WAY TO WIN A K A late la er uses 
to tell th tory of a brother barrister. As th 
ach was about starting before breakfast, the 
modest limb of the law approached the landlad 
a pretty Quaker , who was seated near the fir 
i aid } coul t thir ot \ ut \ 
| 1} “ } rid she, ** thee’n ! 
1.” Oh, | uvens, J replies 
{ \\ d. as —_ 
do rut ¢ must not imal a i 
‘ 
( \ | i 


‘* Phacton” of a jaunting car. 


A Goop RrcomMENDATION.—* Paddy, do you 
know how to drive?” said a traveller to the 
* Sure Ido,” was 


the answer. “ Wasn’t it I who upset your honor 


na ditch two years ago ?” 

Men anp Women.—A woman’s head is al 
ways influenced by her heart; but man’s heart 
is generally influenced by his head.—Lady Bles- 


sington, 
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Fort Edward, N. Y. 4,00; C. B. Hyde Park, Vt. 81,00; 
D. S. P. Manlius, N. ¥.$1,00; M. M.A. West Avon, N.Y. 
$2.00: R. HU. M. Salem, N. Y. 31,00; P.M. Scotland, Ct. 
5.00: P.M. West Farmington, N. Y. 5,00; A. P. D 
Royalton, Vt. 81,00; W. P. Morrisville, Vt. 1,00; P.M. 
Windsor, Ms. $1.00; M. R. D. South Cameron, N. Y. 
1,00; C. L. Montpelier, Vt. 81,00; W. R. F. Hempstead, 
N. ¥. 81,00; FF. M. W. Enfield, N. Y. 1,00; P.M. Thun 


jtersland, N.Y. $1,00; E. P. Hanover Center, N. TL. 310,00; 


F. P. Cairo, N.Y. 81,00. P.M. Bainbridge, N. Y. 85,00; 
L. D. West Stockbridge, Ms. $1,00; P. M. Burksville, Ky. 
3,00; D.P. Lockport, N. Y¥. $100; L. P. Java Village, 
N. ¥. $1.00; A. F. Cazenovia, N. Y. 81,00; P.M. Oak 
field, N.Y. &100: P. A. A. Whiting, Vt 81,00; TL. MLS 
Windsor, Vt. $1.00; L. M.K. Jamestown, N.Y. 35,00; 
B. C.H. Derby, Vt. $100; 8S. S. East Franklin, N.Y. 


: », S100; P.M. North Bloomfield, N.Y. $5.00; P.M. Nin 
any way; and is if only for my fare I’m to tell |) 


eveh, N.Y. 81.00; W.G South Egremont, Ms. &1,00; 8 


(R Stearnsville, Ms. $1,00; LS. K. Jericho, N.Y. 81,00; 


C. W. Heydenville, Ms. 81,00; P.M. East Groveland, 
N.Y. $3.00; H. Jd. Danby, N. Y. 81,00; ©. O. Le Roy, 
N.Y. 81,00; K. DLS. Barnet, Vt. $100; P.M. Scipioville, 
N.Y. 2.00. 8. R.M. Shelburn Falls, Ms. 81,00; WOODS 
Jamestown, N.Y. 812,00; A. HL. Alexander, N. Y. 81,00; 
H. FL N. Madison, O;. $100; P.M. Rocky Springs, Miss 
S500 K. ¢ Millport, N. Y. S100; P. M. Whalen’s 
Store, NOY. $2.00; P.M. Schuylersville, N.Y. =5,00; 
P. M. Niagara Falls, N. ¥. 85.00: G C. B. Yonkers, N.Y 
83,00: HL. Fredonia, N.Y. 81,00; WoTLK. Friendship, 
NN. VY. L000; JM. Norwalk, Ct S100; LL 8. Branford, 
(1. $1.00; G. W. 8. Gavhead, N. Y. 84,00; J. H. E 
Poughkeepsie, N.Y. 2.00 kK. A. C. Xenia, O;. &1,00; JD, 
r N.Y. 8100. J. V.M. Cato 4 Corners 


, 
‘= 


N. ¥. 81.00: G. W.L. West Greentield, N. Yo #100; M 
. Clear Creek. N.Y. $1,00; P. M. North Chili, N.Y 
25.00. P M. Knowlesville. N. Y. 86.00; L. B. South 
Danby, N.Y. &1.00. 0. M. W. Moravia, No VY. S100. J 
Po th Upper Liste, N.Y. &1,00 PY. TT. Abington Center, 
Pa. S100 P.M Cambridge, Vt. S200 BE. K. Preston 
VN. Vo sto A.B. Lee, Ms. &1.00 A. DL. Hinsdale, M- 
$1.00; MoE. LL. Middleport, N.Y. 81,00; ROR. BOL 
Grievsville N YY. 81.00. P M. Nelson, N.Y 55.00, DT 
I. Ovdensburg N.Y. S100 P.M. Gates, N.Y. &3.00,; 
I’. M. Brissol, N.Y. 81.00: M. BE. P. Canaan, N. ¥ 10. 


CC. A CC. Hoosick Falls, N.Y. 82.00: TE. A Gayhead N.Y 
#1005 ‘TOC Mount Hope, N.Y. S100; P.M. Morriswille 
Vi. €4.00. M P. Alna. Me. =1.005 0. B. Havdenville, Ms 
e100: 1, B. Lavanna. N.Y. 81.00 Bh. FB. Uarttord 
(1. R500 Hf. B. Potsdam, N. Y. S100 P.M. South 
\r 
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For the Rural Repository 
TO A LITTLE GIRL FIVE YEARS OF AGE. 
I .ooK upon thy happy face 
And wonder what thy lot will be, 
When thou hast passed the childish days 
So full of happiness to thee ; 
I wonder, where thy feet will stand 
When thou hast left thy father’s hearth, 
And parted from the smiling band 
Now gathered round thee in their mirth. 


Must those bright eyer, be dimmed with tears, 
That fall o’er earthly toils and woes, 

And wilt thou strive with hopes and fears, 
As others do—’till life shall close ? 

How will thy gentle spirit bear 
Its future trials here below ! 

How can thy feet escape each snare, 


Spread in the paths where thou shalt go! 


Full many a sad and bitter thought, 
Shall struggle yet within thy breast, 
And many an hour with anguish fraught 
Shall rob thy weary eyes of rest. 

Oh! fearful is the discipline, 
That every child of earth must bear 
To cleanse the heart from guilt and sin, 


That Gop may make his dwelling there. 


Where shall thy grave at length be made ? 
Beneath thy loved—thy native sky- 

Or 'neath the palm tree’s grateful shade, 
Where Gambia’s silvery waves pass by 2— 

Upon some wild and desert strand, 
Or on some coldand wintry shore— 

Or in the forests of the land, 


Where proud Columbia’s waters roar? 


It matters little, where shall be 
Thy last, thy lowly, bed of rest, 

And little, who shall 
When thou the couch of death hath prest 


tand by the e, 


No spot of earth is far away 


From heaven's own bright and glorious shore, 
If but a place is found for thee, 
In that blest world, when life is o'er 
Sweet Mary— may the lot be chine 
Of her—who sat at Jesus’ feet 
And greatly loved in olden time 
The Master's centh smile to meet 
Be thine like hers, the * better part?’ 
No earthly change can take away, 
And thine the pure, the lowly heart 
That owns the Holy Spirit's sway M. FE. W 


For the Rural Repository. 

SUMMER FLOWERS 

In offering to the spirit of Poetry, 
On take 1 for 


the wreath—'twas frame thee, 


From many a biillant ble om, 


That fancy, roving stole for me 
From Summer lovel boson 
The In \ rtie flo Vel 
All forin , . 
Phe datilia Ly and ¢ 
M ¢ , 


O’er the mead or on the mountgin, 

|| Or bathes its breast of brilliant bloom, 

! [n the flood, or o’er the fountain 

i All, all commingling here are seen ; 
Each wild delightful blossom, 

That paints the rich and lovely green, 
Of Summer's blooming bosom. 

And since the blush of early light, 
I've kept each blossom steeping, 

In scented dew-drops, warm and bright, 
I shook from roses, weeping. 

And widely scattered o’er the vale, 
The glowing wreath discloses, 

As gently waving in the gale, 
Summer's gayest roses, 

And o’er the wreatli’s rich dress of green, 
Sparkles are strewed so beaming, 

As none but poets e’er have seen, 


And only seen when dreaming. ELLEN. 


For the Rural Repository. 
ASPIRATIONS. 
On that I bad wings like a dove! for then [ would fly 
away and be at rest.—Psalms, lv. 6. 
THe qniet sky—the quiet sky— 
} How peaceful and how fair! 


Fain would my weary spirit fly, 





And dwell forever there. 
Far from allearthly care and toil, 
| From sorrow and from strife ; 
} From all the busy, dread turmoil 
That drains the fount of life. 
| We feel the crimson flood decay, 
As crief weighs on the heart— 
! We feel our life-blood waste aw tv, 
i Our energy depart 
1} Why should we fondly hug the chain 
\ That binds to earth so lone, 
i} With hearts so sad, eo full of pain, 
| So prereed with bitter wrong ? 
Oh! with the Psalmist, I could sigh 
For the wings of the gentle dove ; 
That Tl micht fly to realms on high, 
Where alli peace and love. 
| But LT must wait God's own eood tine, 
Tillhe shall bid me eour 
Then soar aloft to that bh ue, 
Phe su ivibees. Gisna 
SONG OF THE BIRDS 
BY WM HOLDE) 
Tis morn on the imeuntain tis morn in the vale, 
And the song of the wild bird is borne on the cale. 
Each songster in joy at the coming of day, 
From his own isthe dural ine upand . 
And the not of hits natin are mellow and hich, 
As he rises to mee 1D had the dha thie ek 
W thie iwnoerthel tam 
& | i ‘ 
} We usicc un bia cet 
To caro 
With t bly 
Wey , f ; 
a) ‘ 
Or 
I 
\\ 
. 


In a vesper hymn, 


|} Andsparkling with the morning dew, When the bright sunlight pales 
| Summer wreaths her carly roses. To the twilight dim, 

And every flower that sheds perfume, | We sweetly chaunt farewell 

H 


And time passes on, 
Without trouble or care 
Our home all aronnd us, 


The earth and the air.” 


| Thus when the first flush of the morning hath smiled, 


They send up an anthem in melody wald, 


They warble in beauty in sweetness alone, 


\Till their bright day is ended and summer is gone. 


MUSINGS, 


BY MRS. FARAH J, HALE, 


I wonpver if the rich man prays, 
And how his morning prayer ts said ; 
He'llask for health and length of days, 


tut does he ask for “daily bread? 


When by his door in posture meek, 
He see 


With sunken eye and care worn cheek, 


! 


3 the poor dan Waihoe stand, 


Beecing ¢ mployment from his hand. 


And when he teils his piteous tale 
Of sickly 


Of rents that raise, and crops that fail, 


wife and children small, 


And troubles that the poor befall; 


ifthe rich man’s thouelts 


Mount free as Nature's h 


I wonder 





ymin to Heaven, 
In gratitude, that happier lot 
By Providence to him was given. 
And does his heart « xultto know, 
He too, ike Heaven, hath power to give ? 
To strenethen weakness, soften woe, 
And bid hope’s dyig lamp revive ? 
And when around his cladsome hearth, 
A troopof friends the rich man ereeta, 
And sones of yoy and sintles of mirth 
Add race, to flattery’s homage sweet: 
I wonder if his faney 
A vision of those wretel hon 
Where wantis wreathine thea ms 
And tl ray of comfort comes! 
O, world! how strane re ¢ ' 
haf tinny how rat mn tood! 
And in i fare ' from heaven, 
If heaven requires a brotherhood 
PRINAN 
we te ™ wm 8 wa 
CONST 


“TING OF EVERY DESCRIPTION Gt 


Books, Cards and Handbills, 


Will be executed on the shortest notice and on the loweat 


tertis, With the newest and bestot type, atthe Othee of the 
-\9) 4) P 
Naural Neposito 


Vo. US Corner of Warren and Third street Hin ’ 
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Engravings, and willcont tn twenty sit nombers of eieht 
pices each, with a title page and index to the volun 
rERMS On Dollar per fete, tavariahbly ms ap 
VANO) Any person who will remit. Five Daothar ive 
f postage, shall receive copies, a my person, wh 
will rent us Ten Dhollar free of 4 tree ' res vi 
tiwelre copies, sol oon copy of either of 1 previa 
volute N\ SH pita \ ] th 
ne ve \ 1 ! ow 
\ ‘ 
' MI 


